SPECIALS  IN 


BASEBALL 


SHOES 

SPECIALS 

3-piece  Sole  — Steel  Plate 

$2.25 

Genuine  Kangaroo 
3-piece  Sole  — Steel  Plate 

$4.25  - $5.25 

BALLS 

Official  League 

Conforms  to  all  official  speci- 
fications. Cork  centre,  outer 
yarn  impregnated  with  rub- 
ber cement. 

$1.25  each 

GLOVES 

SPECIAL  i 

Full  size,  Genuine  Horsehide, 
Leather  lined.  Welted,  Di- 
verted Seams. 

$1.75 

Others  from 

75c  to  $7.00 

See  Our  Famous  No.  30 

UNIFORMS 

Shirt,  Pants,  Belt,  Cape,  Hose 

$5.00 

See  Other  Models 

GET  TEAM  PRICES 

Major  League 

Cork  and  Rubber  Centre 

$1.00  each 

Other  Models  from 

25c  up 

BATS 

Louisville  Sluggers 

Powerized  and  Autographed 

$1.75 

Other  Bats  at 

35c  - $2.00 

Track  Pants  50 

(Pepperell  Jean) 

Track  Shirt  50 

3-in.  Supporter 30 

Inner  Sox,  wool 30 

TRACK 

SHOES 

Long  Outdoor  Spikes 
Steel  Sole  Plate 

$3.50 

SPECIAL 

Sweat  Shirt  79  j 

Warm  up  Pants  ..1.50  j 

Sweaters  and  Jackets 

Made  to  Y our  Order 

TENNIS  | 

Limited  Quantity  of  3-Piece  Frames  and 
Open  Throats  — Good  Silk  Gut 

SPECIAL  RESTRINGING  SPLIT  LAMB  GUT  — $2.25 
$1.93  $13.00 

Nets  . - - _ Presses 

Covers  CADET  UNIFORMS  $0.40  Balls” 

Sneakers  Complete  ^ Flannel  Pants 

WE  INVITE  COMPARISON  OF  PRICE  AND  QUALITY 

SEE  A GREAT  DISPLAY  OF 

Squash  - Badminton  - Fishing  - Golf  - Handball 

GET  DISCOUNT  CARDS  AT  THE  OFFICE 

M.  S.  ROSENBAUM  CO. 

165  BROADWAY  (3  blocks  from  Metropolitan  Theatre) 
Est.  1889  BOSTON,  MASS.  Hancock  7168 


Please  mention  The  Register 


j 

j 

j 

j 

j 

j 

j 

j 

j 

j 

i 

j 

i 

j 

j 

j 

j 

j 

i 


i 

i 

j 

i 

j 

j 

j 

i 

j 

j 

i 

i 

j 

i 

I 

j 

i 

j 

j 

j 

j 

i 

j 

i 

j 

j 

i 

j 


The  Register 

VOL.  LIII  MARCH  No.  5 


1934 


PUBLISHED  MONTHLY  EXCEPT  JULY,  AUGUST  AND  SEPTEM- 
BER BY  THE  STUDENTS  OF  THE  BOSTON  PUBLIC  LATIN 
SCHOOL,  AVENUE  LOUIS  PASTEUR,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

TERMS  : — One  dollar  per  year  ; by  mail  one  dollar  and  a quarter.  Single 
copies,  twenty  cents;  special  copies,  price  depending  on  the  issue  itself. 
Advertising  rates  on  application.  Contributions  solicited  from  under- 
graduates. All  contributions  must  be  plainly,  neatly,  and  correctly 
written,  on  one  side  of  the  paper  only.  Contributions  will  be  accepted 
wholly  with  regard  to  the  needs  of  the  paper  and  the  merits  of  the 
manuscript. 


The  Normandie 

J.  P.  Strachman 

BOSTON’S  SMARTEST 

DANCE  SALON 

PRESCRIPTION 

OPTICIAN 

Washington  Street 

Between  the  New  Keith  and 

Paramount  Theatres 

Prescriptions  Filled 

Glasses  Duplicated 

Dancing  Every  Evening 
Except  Sunday  at  8.30 

SPECIAL  ATTENTION  TO  LATIN 

SCHOOL  STUDENTS 

SPECIAL 

Student’s  Matinee  Dance 
Every  Saturday  2 till  5 P.M. 

ADMISSION  SATURDAY 
MATINEE,  40c 

Room  519,  Dexter  Building 

453  Washington  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 

Telephone,  Liberty  8143 

i Bay  State  School  of  Tutoring 

j 

* PREPARATION  FOR  C.E.E.B.  IN  ALL  HIGH  SCHOOL 
SUBJECTS  — EXPERIENCED  TEACHERS  ONLY 

74  Bay  State  Road,  Boston,  Mass. 

| Telephone,  Commonwealth  7816  Near  Kenmore  Square 

I 

! SAXOPHONES  CLARINETS 

| SAME  GOOD  WORK 

| SAME  FAIR  PRICES. 

You  can  still  send  us  your  Band  Instruments  for  repairs  assuring  your- 
? self  of  the  same  GOOD  WORK  AND  FAIR  PRICES. 

Phone,  Kenmore  6181 

j Geo,  H.  Thompson  Co. 

j 457  Stuart  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 
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AN  APPEAL  TO  THE  STUDENT  BODY 

Fellow-students:  This  is  a Humor  Number.  Please  show  some  gratitude, 
some  courtesy,  to  the  staff  for  the  efforts  they  have  made  in  publishing  a 
magazine  of  this  kind.  If  you  cannot  find  it  within  your  power  to  laugh 
heartily,  at  least  condescend  to  smile — sincerely  or  indulgently — at  the  humor 
found  in  these  pages. 

Furthermore,  be  polite.  Restrain  any  scornful  guffaws  or  jibes  that  may 
rise  to  your  lips.  There  is  no  excuse  for  scoffing  merely  because  some  of 
the  jokes  are  antediluvian  or  the  attempts  at  humor  are  particularly  feeble. 
Therefore,  as  you  idly  glance  through  the  magazine,  show  a slight  apprecia- 
tion of  its  contents.  You  need  not  chortle  with  glee,  but  we  appeal  to  you 
to  chuckle  softly  and  smile  as  you  scan  each  column. 

Remember  the  immortal  words  of  Addison:  “Laughter  may  be  looked 
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upon  as  a weakness  in  the  composition  of  human  nature.  But  if  we  consider 
the  frequent  reliefs  we  receive  from  it.  and  how  often  it  breaks  the  gloom 
which  is  ant  to  depress  the  mind  nad  damp  our  spirits,  one  would  take  care 
not  to  grow'  too  wise  for  so  great' a pleasure  in  life.”  In  lighter  phraseology: 

“A  little  humor  now  and  then 
Is  relished  by  the  best  of  men.”  L.  F.  E. 


THE  INSIDE  STORY  OF  THE  ELECTION  OF  THE 
MILKMAN  OF  ROOM  304 

In  the  excitement  over  less  important  but  better  publicized  events — 
such  as  the  revaluation  of  the  dollar,  the  X.  R.  A.,  and  the  College  Boards — 
the  student  body  is  prone  to  lose  sight  of  thq  significant  election  for  Milk- 
man recently  held  in  Room  304.  The  discontent  with  the  incumbent  Milk- 
man had  risen  to  so  high  a pitch  that  a new  election  was  demanded,  to  out 
the  in  and  to  in  the  out.  The  Berman  machine,  swollen  with  profits  gouged 
from  the  trusting  students,  confronted  a party  that  stood  for  “Milk  in  the 
water,  not  water  in  the  milk.”  Boss  “Bull”  Berman,  aided  and  abetted  by 
his  trusty  henchmen,  “Honest  Ben”  Bellar  and  “Leo  the  Lion”  Cornetsky. 
joined  issue  with  the  party  of  J.  B.  Dana  ; and  the  lowest,  crookedest.  rank- 
est electioneering  campaign  ever  held  in  the  Latin  School  was  on. 

The  Dana  party  pointed  to  the  “disgraceful  record”  of  Milkman  Berman, 
whose  “prompt  and  efficient  service.”  they  claimed,  stood  as  follows: 

Tuesday,  March  13:  Berman  announced  that  it  was  not  his  turn  as 
Milkman,  and  that  he  had  gotten  the  milk  on  October  14,  1933.  In  the 
fourth  period  he  was  finally  persuaded  that  he  was  the  Milkman,  and  brought 
up  three  bottles — one  for  himself,  one  for  Dana,  and  one  for  the  other  five 
boys  who  had  ordered  milk. 

Wednesday,  March  14:  Milk  brought  up  at  one  minute  of  one. 

Thursday,  March  15:  Milk  service  satisfactory— only  there  were  no 
straws. 

Friday.  March  16:  Hurrah!  Milk  and  straws  for  all!  And  on  time!! 

Monday,  March  19:  Berman — “Forgot  I was  the  Milkman.” 

Tuesday,  March  20:  Berman  came  in  late  (he  said  he  should  be  ex- 
cused for  this;  it  was  “the  first  time  I have  been  late  this  week”).  No  milk. 

Dana  promised  a “New  Deal”  for  “The  Forgotten  Milk  Drinker  of 
Room  304.”  He  Avas  referred  to  as  “The  Hero  of  Rooms  312  and  118.”  His 
platform,  assembled  hastily,  consisted  of  four  planks : 

(1)  Guaranteed — Not  more  than  70  per  cent  water  in  the  milk. 

(2)  Milk  ready  every  day  at  12:27. 

(3)  No  “pork  barrel”  politics. 

(4)  Two  straws  for  every  milk;  milk  in  every  bottle. 

The  Bermanian  party  now  came  out  with  the  following  statement  to 
“the  intelligent  voters”  of  Room  304: 

“We  point  with  pride  to  the  creditable  and  honorable  record  of  Milkman 
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Berman.  During  his  first  term  in  office  the  volume  of  milk  ordered  and 
consumed  in  Room  304  rose  from  seven  milks  to  fourteen,  an  increase  of 
100  per  cent.  The  price,  meanwhile,  fell  from  five  to  four  cents. 

“We  view  with  alarm  the  candidacy  of  J .B.  Dana  for  Milkman.  Who 
is  this  Dana,  anyway?  How  do  we  know  he  can  be  trusted  with  our  four 
cents?  Berman  for  Milkman!” 

Appeared  now  the  campaign  posters.  Berman’s  consisted  of  a large 
picture  of  himself  (as  he  claimed)  : Above  was  the  slogan — -“Re-elect  Ber- 
man Milkman”  and  below,  the  Berman  campaign  motto — “It  could  have 
been  worse.” 

The  Dana  party  pulled  a dirty  political  trick  by  getting  out  a picture, 
not  of  Dana,  but  of  the  chorus  of  the  “Follies  of  1934.”  Above  the  picture 
was— “Dana  for  Milkman,”  and  below — “If  Dana  is  elected,  you  will  receive 
not  skimmed  milk,  but  CONDENSED  Milk!" 

The  day  of  the  election  dawned  bright  and  clear.  Just  as  the  ballots 
were  being  passed  out,  Berman  arose  and  spoke : “My  friends,  I have  de- 
cided to  withdraw  from  the  race.  Only  suckers  run  for  Milkman.  Vote 
for  Dana !” 

With  his  opponent  out  of  the  running,  Dana  was  elected  easily.  Next 
morning  he  collected  the  milk  money,  and  at  12.05  he  went  down  for  the 
milk.  He  has  not  been  seen  since.  A reward  of  ten  (10)  cents  has  been 
offered  for  his  seizure  and  the  restoration  of  the  monies  entrusted  to  him  ; 
but  it  is  whispered  that  with  the  proceeds  of  his  crime  he  has  taken  ship 
for  sunny  Italy,  where  he  intends  to  retire. 

Meanwhile,  Room  304,  Milkmanless,  is  being  supplied,  at  reduced  rates, 
with  “Ioway  Pork  Pickled  in  Port,”  made  from  “Ioway  Hogs,  the  best  in 
the  world.”  Don  Wayne  Fawcett,  Boston  Representative  of  the  Ioway  Con- 
solidated Hog  Company,  is  doing  a land  office  business  in  this  product.  Pork 
from  the  Ioway  Hog  has  been  recommended  by  Mr.  Carroll,  head  of  the 
Science  Department,  as  being  of  high  caloric  value,  and  so  popular  is  the 
new  delicacy  that  Rooms  300,  303.  306,  and  307  are  considering  abolishing 
their  milk  service  altogether  in  favor  of  the  “Pork  of  the  Ioway  Hog." 

The  moral — if  any — is:  Don't  cry  over  skimmed  milk. 

H.  A.  Berman,  ’34. 


EDITORIAL  (?) 

Certain  critics  — Mr.  Marson,  for  instance  — - have  remarked  that  “Ber- 
man's being  in  charge  of  the  Humor  Issue  is  a joke  in  itself.”  We  are  not 
disposed  to  argue  the  point  (for  he  may  be  right). 

However,  what  is  there  so  funny  about  the  Latin  School,  that  its  maga- 
zine should  get  out  a humor  number?  Is  there  anything  funny  or  humorous 
about  a “35”  in  Math  or  a “plum”  in  declamation?  No.  Ah,  perhaps  there 
is  the  point.  Maybe  the  idea  is  that  if  the  poor  students  do  not  get  some- 
thing to  laugh  at,  they  will  go  crazy. 

Well,  we  aim  to  please.  If  you  can’t  laugh  at  our  “humor,”  you  can 
always  laugh  at  the  idea  of  laughing  at  our  humor.  H.  B. 
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GERTRUDE  STEIN  ENTERS  HEAVEN 


A few  years  ago  there  appeared  in  an 
issue  of  the  Harvard  Advocate  a playlet, 
the  title  and  author  of  which  I cannot 
recall.  The  subject-matter,  however,  was 
briefly  this  : Igor  Stravinsky,  the  Russian 
composer,  seeks  to  gain  admission  into 
the  French  Composers’  Heaven,  since 
there  is  no  Russian  Composers’  Heaven, 
and  the  American  Composers’  Heaven  in- 
cludes only  MacDowell.  Berlioz,  Saint- 
Saens,  Bizet,  and  the  others  discuss  the 
question  of  the  propriety  of  Stravinsky’s 
entry  into  their  Heaven. 

Now  (I  fell  to  thinking)  this  amply 
takes  care  of  the  composers,  but  what  of 
the  poets?  And  so,  rather  than  that  the 
poets  should  not  be  “taken  care  of,”  or, 
which  is  worse,  that  anyone  should  come 
to  believe  that  there  is  no  Poets’  Heaven, 

the  following  is  presented 

* * * * 

The  scene  represents  the  Heaven  for 
poets — poets,  not  of  any  one  country,  how- 
ever, but  of  all  countries  and  times.  The 
“rnise  en  scene”  is  the  popular  conception 
of  “a  poet’s  paradise”  come  to  life. 
Everything  is  "white,  except  Thomas 
Hood’s  shirt,  which  very  nearly  kept  its 
wearer  out  of  Poets’  Heaven.  The  sky  is 
divided  into  sections  — one  section  of 
azure  blue,  another  with  clouds  floating 
o’er  vale  and  hill,  another  of  more  sombre 
hue,  indicative,  perhaps,  of  an  approach- 
ing storm,  and  still  another  filled  with 
rain  clouds,  which  are  emptying  their 
burden  upon  a dry  and  barren  world.  In 
short,  there  is  everything  that  might 
prove  inspirational  to  the  inhabitants. 
Many  well-known  faces  appear  from 
time  to  time.  We  see  Milton,  the  Brown- 
ings, Byron,  Wordsworth,  Longfellow, 
and  many  others.  Sitting  in  state  in  the 
exact  center  is  the  Chief  Poet — Shake- 
speare, of  course. 

Shaks.:  To  whom  falls  the  task  today  of 

whitewashing  the  walls  ? 


All:  Byron! 

Shaks.:  ’Od’s  blood,  George ! Forego  thy 
wonted  sloth  yet  awhile,  and  set  thee 
to  thy  task. 

Byr.:  Oh,  I can’t. 

All  (in  chorus):  Can’t? 

Byr.:  I said  can’t.  I always  soil  my  hands 
when  I whitewash. 

Words.:  Is  one  to  believe,  then,  that 
washing  soils  the  hands? 

Byr.:  Oh,  you  know  what  I mean. 

Elis.  Barrett:  George  is  right.  He’ll  spoil 
his  nice  white  hands  doing  that  work. 
Why  doesn’t  one  of  you  stronger  men, 
who  don’t  have  pretty  hands  to  spoil, 
do  it? 

Shaks.  (musingly):  Ah,  this  manual 
work ! Perhaps  'twere  better  we  had 
accepted  the  American,  Mr.  Guest. 

All:  No!  No!  Never  that! 

Byr.:  Never  mind,  I’ll  do  the  work  my- 
self. (Exit.) 

Milton:  How  is  it  that  man  was  allowed 
into  Heaven,  anyhow?  He  might  have 
been  a lord,  but  he  was  no  angel. 
Reenter  Byron. 

Byr.:  What  ho!  A woman  coming  up! 
Is  my  hair  properly  disarranged? 

Words,  (peering  out  through  the  "win- 
dow): She  is  a phantom  of  delight, 
gleaming  first  upon  my  sight.  Someone 
run  open  the  door. 

Enter  Gertrude  Stein.  (Someone  ran  to 
open  the  door ) 

Gert.:  If  this  isn’t  Hell,  it’s  Heaven. 

Words.  ( nudging  Milton,  and  sotto 
voce):  A female  philosopher,  I do  de- 
clare. 

Shaks.:  Good  morn,  fair  stranger,  whence 
com’st ; whither  go’st ; who  art  ? 

Gert.:  I went  to  Paris,  but  I didn’t  like 
it ; I went  to  London,  but  I didn’t  like 
it;  I went  to  New  York,  but  I didn't 
like  it;  I went  to  Boston,  and  I liked  it. 

Shaks.:  Interesting,  indeed.  Why,  then, 
did  you  leave? 
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Gert.:  They  liked  Amy  Lowell,  but  they 
didn’t  like  me. 

Shaks.:  Are  you  a poetess  ? Do  you  wish 
to  join  our  Heaven? 

Gert.:  That’s  evident.  Hence  there  is  no 
possible  way  of  avoiding  what  I have 
spoken  of ; and  if  this  is  not  believed 
by  the  people  of  whom  you  have 
spoken,  then  it  is  not  possible  to  pre- 
A^ent  the  people  of  whom  you  have 
spoken  so  glibly 

Shaks.  (to  Elizabeth , who  performs  the 
duties  of  a sort  of  royal-court  stenog- 
rapher): Inscribe,  therefore,  that  she 
is  no  poet.  (To  Gertrude)  You  will 
have  to  leave.  You  see,  only  poets  are — 

Gert.:  An  excuse  is  not  dreariness,  a 
single  plate  is  not  butter. 

Shaks.:  I beg  your  pardon?  (To  Eliza- 
beth, sot  to  voce)  Lizzy,  call  your  hus- 
band ; maybe  he’ll  understand  her. 

Elis.:  Oh,  Robert!  Ro -ber-r-r-r-rt  \\ 
Enter  Browning,  whistling  Wagnerian 
tunes. 

Brown.:  Yes,  my  love?  (Catching  sight 
of  Gertrude) — Being — who? 

Shaks.:  (Becoming  a trifle  bewildered , 
mumbles)  G’r-rude R’bt. 

(The  two  bozo  graciously.) 

Brown.:  And  now,  may  I ask  why — ? 

Shaks.  (decisively) : Yes,  yes,  yes.  List’ 
thee  well,  and  prepare  to  render  judg- 
ment on  this  case.  Nor  shall  another 
voice  than  thine  be  heard — whether  yea 
or  nay — if  this  fair  creature,  with  peti- 
tion self-apparent,  be  entered  here, 
these  hallowed  shores,  where  dwell 
those  minions  of  the  Muse,  all  proved 
and  passed  as  poets.  Look  you  here, 
Robert ! She  talks  a known,  yet  un- 
familiar tongue. 

Gert.:  If  he  had  spoken,  while  I spoke 
and  slept  while  he  spoke,  of  how  I slept 
while  I slept  and  spoke  of  him — . 

Shaks.:  I pray  you,  have  a care.  Thy 
manner  of  address  is — . 


Gert.:  There  is  coagulation  in  cold,  and 
there  is  none  in  prudence. 

Shaks.:  A right  appropriate  apothegm,  a 
luscious  plum  of  prose.  But  poetry, 
poetry  we  want.  Dost  poetize? 

Gert.  (taking  a suitable  stand):  "Please 
pale  hot,  please  cover  rose,  please  acre 
in  the  red—.” 

Brown,  (matter-of-factly) : Something 
original,  please.  Mother  Goose  is  for 
Mother  Goose. 

Gert. : 

Golden  gallows,  are  they  done ; 

Mitred  masters,  are  they  done ; 
Crumpled  crayons,  are  they  done ; 

Are  they  done,  or  has  the  milkweed 
gone  instead  of  Gladys. 

(By  now  all  the  poets  have  entered,  at- 
tracted by  the  sounds  of  this  “known,  yet 
unfamiliar  tongue”.  They  arrange  them- 
selves quietly  in  a half-circle  on  either 
side  of  Shakespeare's  central  scat.  Their 
amazement  seems  to  be  equal  to  their 
anger.  Murmurs  of  ‘‘heresy”,  “traitress” , 
etc.) 

Brown,  (undecided) : More,  please. 

Gert.: 

Sycophant,  parasite,  leech ; 

Elephant,  neophyte,  peach ; 

Animals  are  less  likely  than  fruit.  . . . 
(Murmurs  of  ‘‘crambo”,  “poetaster” , 
“doggerel”,  etc.) 

Brown,  (his  brow  clearing  and  his  eyes 
growing  luminous) : Yes,  yes,  YES! 
Enow  to  hear.  Enow  to  know ! At  last, 
a poet!  Not  let  her  in?  Say,  rather, 
the  sky  will  fall ! Say,  rather,  the 
oceans  will  be  arid  wastes ! Ah,  thou 
first  of  poets,  regale  my  ears  with  more 
of  thy  sumptuous  fare. 

Gert.: 

When  he  wished  for  gold, 

And  gold,  there  was  a question. 

And  a quest  with  pinwheels. 

But  storms  stared  and  waited  patiently. 
(Murmurs  of  “I’m  going”,  “Good 
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night!”,  ‘‘Good-bye!”,  but  none  of 

“Good!”,  except  from ) 

Brown.:  Excellent,  my  dear;  speak  on. 

(Shakespeare,  at  this  juncture,  rises 
solemnly  from  his  place,  gazes  with  sad- 
ness upon  the  scene,  and  upon  the  other 
poets,  all  of  zvhom  arc  now  collecting 
their  belongings  preparatory  to  departure, 
and  he  sighs.  He  shakes  his  head  and 
joins  the  poets. 

Throughout  the  remainder  of  the  scene 
a stream  of  poets , dressed  in  traveling 
clothes,  may  be  observed  filing  by  the 
windows  at  the  rear.) 


Gicrt.  (alone  now  with  Browning , zvho  is 
lying  at  her  feet  and  gazing  raptly  at 
her) : 

Porridge  prices  people  pay  for, 
Garden  gardener  and  the  other. 

I beckon  you  and  them  together, 

But  with  all  things  due. 

(Browning  nods,  and  sighs  happily, 
while  Elizabeth,  among  the  poets  seen 
through  a rear  zvindozv,  pauses  a moment, 
shakes  her  head  sadly,  then  moves  on.) 

As  Gertrude  begins  another  poem 

CURTAIN. 

.9.  I.  Abelozv,  ’34 


THE  TEACHER’S  LAMENT 

My  jokes,  I know,  I never  change  ; 
Nor  do  the  types  of  faces  strange. 
Whose  owners  peer  at  me  from  books 
With  peculiar,  vacant  looks, 

That  mark  the  schoolboy  of  the  hour 
As  almost  nil  in  mental  power. 
Caesar,  Physics,  all  a jumble, 
Scholar’s  quip  and  dullards  mumble. 

Subtle  whispers,  hidden  smiles, 

All  the  student’s  artful  wiles  ; 
Approbations,  declamations. 

Fair  or  faulty  recitations. 

‘’Credo,  credere,  creddi,”  (CREDITS!) 
“Do,  dare,  dedi,”  (DEBITS!) 

Here’s  the  flower  of  a nation, 
Gadzooks  ! What  price  education  ! 

“What  is  so  rare  as  a day  in  June?” 

I wish  that  day  were  coming  soon. 

Of  sense  my  brain  now’s  very  chary, 
My  mind’s  one  bent  is  hari-kari! 

Life  goes  on  ; I’m  left  alone  . . . 
Someone  whispering?  One  mark,  Cohn  ! 

J.  A.  Sullivan,  ’34, 
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IT  MIGHT  BE  VERSE 


Mr.  Christopher  Kidney  was  a first- 
rate  butcher.  Mr.  Gabriel  Brown  was 
a first-rate  poet.  Like  all  competent 
butchers  who  are  aggressive,  Mr.  Kid- 
ney lived  on  comfortable  earnings,  and 
like  all  talented  poets  who  are  not 
aggressive,  Mr.  Brown  starved  on  in- 
visible earnings. 

Fate  never  tires  of  laughing  at  the 
world.  Accordingly,  it  snowed  unusu- 
ally hard  on  a certain  afternoon.  Ga- 
briel earned  a few  cents  cleaning  the 
sidewalks.  His  stomach  immediately 
visualized  relief.  But  had  he  gone  into 
a restaurant  to  eat,  this  story  would 
never  have  been  written.  At  this  point 
Fate  took  a hand  in  shaping  out  the 
future  course  of  his  life.  Ever  since 
his  childhood,  sizzling  lamb  chops  had 
been  his  weakness.  The  very  thought 
of  them  brought  tears  into  his  eyes. 
It  wasn’t  so  much  that  he  enjoyed  their 
ultimate  taste.  He  loved  to  see  them 
broiling  deliciously  on  the  spit.  Lately 
he  had  picked  up  a rusty  stove  from 
a junk  heap.  His  mouth  watered  to 
think  of  the  ecstatic  time  he  would 
have  broiling  these  dainty  viands  in 
his  house  that  night.  To  be  sure,  his 
abode  was  nothing  more  or  less  than 
an  abandoned  cellar.  But,  still,  home 
is  home  anywhere.  This  paragraph 
attempts  to  explain  why  Gabriel 
slouched  into  the  first  butcher-shop  he 
met. 

Coincidence  of  coincidences ! Of  all 
the  butcher-shops  in  the  world,  of  all 
the  butcher  shops  in  the  city,  and  of 
all  the  butcher-shops  in  the  street,  he 
walked  into  the  meat  market  owned 
by  none  other  than  the  heretofore  men- 
tioned Christopher  Kidney.  Mr.  Kid- 
ney was  a heavy-jowled  mountain  of 
flesh.  Therefore,  he  felt  quite  at  home 
among  his  chunks  and  fats.  Gabriel 
gave  his  order,  and  the  herculean  meat 


sheer  slowly,  deliberately,  carved  the 
meat  in  perfect  rhythm.  This  perform- 
ance was  not  remarkable.  Christopher 
had  lived  by  the  knife  for  the  past 
thirty  years.  His  career  had  been  a 
miraculous  one.  Starting  at  the  ten- 
der age  of  fifteen,  he  soon  became  the 
most  artistic  butcher  in  the  city. 

Enough  for  the  digression!  The 
butcher,  being  an  ethical  man,  wrapped 
up  an  infinitesimal  chop,  priced  at  an 
exorbitant  figure,  and  sent  the  poet  on 
his  way.  It  happened,  however,  that 
Gabriel  had  that  morning  composed  a 
new  sonnet.  While  he  was  purchasing 
the  meat,  this  work  of  art,  somehow 
or  other,  slipped  out  of  his  pocket  and 
lay  unnoticed  on  the  floor.  Thus,  al- 
though Gabriel’s  body  left  the  butcher- 
shop,  his  soul  remained.  Christopher, 
who  was  extremely  near-sighted,  did 
not  notice  the  paper.  Undoubtedly  he 
would  have  returned  it,  since  it  had 
no  practical  value.  It  suffices  to  say, 
nevertheless,  that  he  did  not  notice  it. 

We  need  only  one  more  character 
now  to  make  the  tale  complete.  Here 
he  comes,  strolling  leisurely  down  the 
street,  with  a serviceable  cane,  reno- 
vated spats,  and  a cast-iron  derby. 
Everybody  knows  J.  Houghton  Double- 
week, eminent  publisher  of  somnifer- 
ous fiction  and  old  spinsters’  poetry. 
What  made  him  turn  suddenly  and 
walk  into  Mr.  Kidney’s  meat  market? 
Imagine  a publisher  in  a butcher-shop ! 
Obviously,  publishers  are  only  human. 
They,  too,  worship  a tenderly  done 
steak.  J.  Houghton  Doubleweek  tilts 
his  hat,  adjusts  his  spectacles,  twirls 
his  cane,  and  asks  for  a tenderloin. 
Christopher  waddles  into  the  cold- 
storage  room.  When  he  emerges,  hold- 
ing a huge  amount  of  meat  in  a death 
grip,  J.  Houghton  Doubleweek  grabs 
him  affectionately  by  the  arm, 
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“My  dear  man,  what  exquisite  po- 
etry you  write,”  says  J.  Houghton 
breathlessly. 

Christopher  hasn’t  been  blessed  with 
a large  vocabulary.  He  doesn’t  know 
what  the  word  “poetry”  means,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  word  “exquisite.”  He 
looks  dumbfounded. 

“Come,  come,  my  man,”  pursues  J. 
Houghton,  forgetting  all  about  his 
tenderloin.  “Such  modesty  is  unusual, 
to  say  the  least.  My  dear  friend,  you 
evidently  dropped  one  of  your  crea- 
tions, and  I have  had  the  good  fortune 
to  pick  it  up,” — displaying  Gabriel’s 
sonnet. 

Christopher  is  still  dumbfounded. 

“Dear  me,  dear  me.  Such  modesty 
is  overwhelming.” 

J.  Houghton  tilts  his  hat  again,  ad- 
justs his  spectacles,  and  twirls  his  cane. 

“To  think  that  a sublime  talent  lies 
within  you.  My  dear  man,  you  are 
a born  poet,  a jewel  in  the  rough!  You 
are  another  Milton,  another  Byron,  an- 
other Shelley,  another  Keats,  to  say 
nothing  of  all  the  rest.” 

Christopher  is  still  dumbfounded, 
but  J.  Houghton  rambles  on. 

“You  are  ostensibly  a butcher,  my 
dear  man ; but,  internally,  you  are  a 
composer  of  musical  words.  You  have 
a flaming  genius,  lying  concealed  in 
your— er — ah — corpulency.  What  a 
man  you  are ! Here  among  the  hunks 
of  pork  and  hamburger  you  have  com- 
posed one  of  the  finest  sonnets  ever 
written.” 

J.  Houghton  stops  for  want  of 
breath,  tilts  his  hat.  adjusts  his  spec- 
tacles, and  twirls  his  cane.  By  this 
time  he  has  caught  his  second  wind. 

“My  excellent  friend,  you  are  ex- 
tremely fortunate  that  I came  along 
and  that  you  dropped  the  poem  ; er — 
ah — extremely  so.”  J.  Houghton  stops 
again,  tilts  his  hat,  adjusts  his  spec- 
tacles, twirls  his  cane,  and  continues : 


“I,  you  see,  my  dear  sir.  am  a pub- 
lisher. I publish  poetry.  Now,  my 
fortunate  brother,  no  questions  asked 
or  answered.  I want  you  to  write  a 
book  of  poetry  for  publication.  I shall 
get  in  touch  with  you  immediately. 
I shall  thank  fate  that  we  have  met. 
My  dear  comrade,  you  shall  be  famous 
when  I get  through  with  you.  Good 
day,  for  the  present.  Ah — er — ah — the 
tenderloin !” 

However,  one  day  Christopher 
reaches  the  climax  of  his  career  — a 
letter  from  the  “Daily  Blusterer,”  ask- 
ing for  his  latest  poem.  It  is  Christo- 
pher’s big  moment ! If  Gabriel’s  han- 
diwork meets  with  approval,  Christo- 
pher will  become  the  literary  critic  of 
the  largest  paper  in  the  country.  Here 
is  a tremendous  order  for  Gabriel.  He 
must  write  his  crowning  sonnet.  Chris- 
topher received  the  letter  from  New 
York  early  in  the  morning.  He  im- 
mediately rushed  down  to  his  shop. 
Gabriel  would  undoubtedly  be  writing 
in  the  cold-storage  room.  One  would 
think  that  the  meats  gave  him  inspira- 
tion. However,  Gabriel  was  not  there, 
only  a note  which  stated  that  an  old 
uncle  of  his  had  suddenly  died  and  left 
him  fifty  thousand  dollars.  He  ended 
by  stating  that  he  had  taken  the  first 
boat  he  could  catch  for  Europe. 

Fate  never  tires  of  laughing  at  the 
world. 

Do  you  suppose  that  Christopher  lay 
down  and  died?  Of  course  not ! Chris- 
topher did  not  give  up  that  easily.  That 
very  afternoon  he  sent  the  “Daily 
Blusterer”  a poem. 

Christopher  did  not  seem  disturbed 
in  the  least  by  the  new  turn  of  events. 
He  was  confident  of  obtaining  the  post 
on  the  paper.  Evidently  he  had  his 
reasons. 

Twenty-four  hours  later  he  was 
shocked  by  this  return  letter: 
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My  dear  sir : 

For  a long  time  we  have  suspected 
that  you  had  a ghost  writer.  Judging 
by  this  poem,  he  must  have  suddenly 
left  you.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that 
this  poem  is  certainly  yours  at  last 
It  is  absolutely  the  most  atrocious 
piece  of  doggerel  we  have  ever  seen. 
It  is  enough  to  sentence  the  author  to 
life  on  Devil’s  Island.  It  is  certainly 
criminal  to  allow  you  to  live.  They 
put  some  people  behind  bars!  Enclosed 
is  your  attempt  at  verse.  Use  it  fox- 
wrapping  meat. 

Mr.  J.  J.  BLUE. 

Editor. 


Christopher’s  wife  was  greatly  sur- 
prised at  the  look  on  her  husband’s 
face  as  he  read  the  letter.  Suddenly 
he  burst  out  laughing  until  he  grew 
red  in  the  face.  Mrs.  Kidney  read  the 
letter  and  looked  at  her  husband  re- 
proachfully. 

“I  don’t  see  anything  funny  in  this,' 
she  pouted. 

“Oh.  no?”  answered  Christopher,  his 
fat  sides  bobbing  in  rhythm.  “Yester- 
day when  Gabriel  ran  out  on  me,  I 
couldn’t  figure  out  what  to  do.  So  I 
decided  on  a safe  bet,  and  I signed  my 
name  to  one  of  Shakespear’s  sonnets.’’ 

Dana  A.  Schnittkind,  ’35 


TO  THE  LATIN  SCHOLARS 


“We  built  a bridge,  we  crossed  the 
Rhine, 

A mighty  host  were  we”: 

Thus  Caesar  wrote  in  ancient  times 
To  show  how  great  was  he. 

And  Sallust  told  of  Catiline — 

His  life,  his  deeds,  his  end: 

His  clear-cut  style  you  skim  with  ease, 
And  little  time  need  spend. 

But  Pliny  wrote  about  a ghost. 
Whose  dragging  chains  were  said 
To  rattle  in  a haunted  house 
And  rouse  to  life  the  dead. 


Friend  Ovid  gathered  tales  of  love. 
And  rhythmic  lines  he  used: 

His  dactyls  and  his  spondees,  too, 
Have  oft  ye  youths  confused. 

By  clever  speeches  Tully  tried 
To  fool  the  Roman  men: 

So  baffling  are  his  works  today, 
They  fool  you  now  as  then. 

At  last  ye  pant  and  breathe  in  deep, 
For  Virgil  lies  before— 

And  though  Aeneas  may  be  brave, 
He  is,  alas ! a bore. 


How  oft,  I wonder,  would  these  men 
In  ghostly  forms  arise. 

If  only  they  could  hear  ye  lads 
Who  try  to  improvise. 

Lawrence  F.  Ebb,  ’35. 
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“The  Autobiography  of  Alice  B.  Tok- 
las,”  by  Gertrude  Stein,  is  one  of  the 
more  interesting  and  important  of  re- 
cent books.  Having  read  nothing  else 
of  Miss  Stein's,  I am  unqualified  to 
venture  an  opinion  on  the  much-de- 
bated question  of  her  work ; but  from 
all  reports  it  would  seem  as  if  her  auto- 
biography (for  this,  in  spite  of  the 
title,  is  what  the  book  really  is)  is  an 
unique  contribution  from  the  author  in 
that  it  is  intelligible.  The  subject-mat- 
ter is  rather  dull  to  one  uninitiated 
into  the  minutiae  of  modern  art,  with 
its  schools — Cubism,  Post-Impression- 
ism, Surrealism — and  its  painters — Pi- 
casso, Matisse,  Renoir,  Rousseau,  and 
innumerable  others.  Gertrude  Stein 
meets  all  these  men  in  Paris  and  dis- 
cusses both  their  work  and  their  per- 
sonalities at  length.  Indeed,  the  whole 
book  bristles  with  names  familiar  and 
unfamiliar. 

It  is  the  style,  however,  which  dis- 
tinguishes Gertrude  Stein’s  work  from 
that  of  all  other  authors.  The  lan- 
guage is  simplicity  itself  and  seems  to 
flow  right  along  without  any  effort, 
as  if  water  were  coming  from  an  open 
faucet.  Quotation  marks  and  interro- 
gation points  are  not  used,  and  the 
elementary  rules  of  sentence  structure 
are  ignored.  Perhaps  a few  examples 
would  help : 


(1)  “Everybody  called  Gertrude 
Stein  Gertrude,  or  at  least  Mademoi- 
selle Gertrude,  everybody  called  Pi- 
casso Pablo  and  Fernande  Fernande 
and  everybody  called  Guillaume  Apol- 
linaire Guillaume  and  Max  Jacob  Max 
but  everybody  called  Marie  Laurencin 
Marie  Laurencin.” 

(2)  “He  had  done  a g'reat  many 
things,  he  had  gone  to  the  austrian 
mountains  with  the  austrians,  he  had 
g'one  to  Germany  with  the  germans 
and  he  had  gone  to  Hungary  with  hun- 
garians  and  he  had  gone  to  England 
with  the  English.” 

(3)  Here  is  an  amusing  anecdote  of 
Miss  Stein’s  Radcliffe  life:  “It  was  a 
very  lovely  spring  day,  Gertrude  Stein 
had  been  going  to  the  opera  every 
night  and  going  also  to  the  opera  in 
the  afternoon  and  had  been  otherwise 
engrossed  and  it  was  the  period  of  the 
final  examinations,  nad  there  was  the 
examination  in  William  James’  course. 
She  sat  down  with  the  examination 
paper  before  her  and  she  just  could 
not.  Dear  Professor  James,  she  wrote 
at  the  top  of  her  paper.  I am  so  sorry 
but  really  I do  not  feel  a bit  like  an 
examination  paper  in  philosophy  today, 
and  left. 

“The  next  day  she  had  a postal  card 
from  William  James  saying.  Dear  Miss 
Stein,  I understand  perfectly  how  you 
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feel  I often  feel  like  that  myself.  And  Try  that  one  some  time  in  your 
underneath  it  he  gave  her  work  the  “Math”  class! 

highest  mark  in  his  course.”  Albert  Damon,  ’34. 


LITERARY  ODDITIES 


A contra-biased  critic  said  scorn- 
fully to  the  rotund  Dr.  Johnson:  “My 
opinion  of  you,  sir,  is  most  contemp- 
tible!” The  irrepressible  doctor 
glanced  languidly  at  him  and  re- 
marked: “I  never  heard  an  opinion  of 
yours  that  wasn’t  contemptible!”  . . . 
Wordsworth  could  never  have  fully 
appreciated  Scott’s  “tainted  gale.”  — 
He  never  had  a sense  of  smell ! . . . 
I am  gratified  to  discover  that  there 
have  been  worse  than  I — A Erench 
translation  of  “Paradise  Lost”  renders 
“Hail,  horrors,  hail!”:  — “Comment 
vous  portez — vous,  les  horreurs,  com- 
ment vous  portez-vous ?”  . . . Some- 
tine  asked  me  (when  I styled  myself 
an  “American  Goethe”)  why  I didn’t 
write  something  equal  to  Goethe’s 
works,  and  I retorted,  “Because  I 
haven’t  the  MIND  to!” — only  to  learn 
later  how  right  I was  ...  A bright 
steamer-passenger,  wishing  to  inter- 
pret to  a French  lady  that  “her  berth 
was  ready,”  said,  “Madame,  votre  nais- 
sance  est  arrange”  . . . Mark  Twain: 
“When  you  reach  the  gates  of  Heaven, 
leave  your  dog  outside.  Heaven  goes 
by  favor.  If  it  went  by  merit,  you 
would  stay  out  and  your  dog  would 
go  in”  . . . Montaigne,  though  born 
a Frenchman,  learned  to  speak  Latin 
fluently  before  he  could  speak  French. 
In  his  infancy  he  had  only  foreign 
nurses  who  spoke  nothing  but  Latin 
to  him  . . . There  is  an  old  tale  of  a 
loving  Greek  mother,  who,  on  deliver- 
ing her  son  into  the  care  of  a school- 
master, bade  him  see  that  her  son  pro- 
gressed, “for  if  he  be  granted  grace. 


she  would  make  a minister  of  him.” — 
“And  if  he  be  granted  no  grace?" 
queried  the  shrewd  teacher.  “Then 
shall  I make  a schoolmaster  of  him  !” 

. . . And  we  end  with  an  amusing,  if 
not  too  authentic,  tale  of  the  afore- 
mentioned Dr.  Johnson.  We  find  him 
astride  a tiny  ass.  staggering  patheti- 
cally along  beneath  its  burden  of  fat 
and  brains.  And  parasitical  Boswell 
follows  immediately  behind,  deeming 
himself  unworthy  of  riding  abreast  the 
exalted  doctor.  They  approach  a small 
inn.  above  the  door  of  which  swings 
a tiny,  almost  illegible  sign,  which 
somehow  manages  to  convey  to  one 
the  picture  of  a leg  of  mutton  ...  A 
few  moments  later  our  friends  are  in- 
side the  tavern.  Boswell  is  busy  at- 
tending to  room,  food,  etc.,  while  the 
gluttonous  doctor  has  dragged  a chair 
to  the  kitchen  and  sits  greedily  watch- 
ing the  preparation  of  a luscious-look- 
ing leg  of  mutton.  The  lexicographer’s 
eyes  are  riveted  upon  the  food,  and 
then  accidentally  his  glance  falls  upon 
the  one  who  makes  the  preparations. 
A tiny,  black,  filthy  boy  is  intent  upon 
his  work.  He  turns  the  roast  with 
his  discolored,  repellent  fingers,  brushes 
the  back  of  his  hand  across  his  upper 
lip — a piece  of  fat  falls  to  the  floor — 
he  picks  it  up  and  throws  it  into  the 
pot  — his  long,  unshorn,  greasy  hair 
falls  forward  and  hangs  imminently 
over  the  mutton.  The  doctor’s  appe- 
tite slowly  wanes,  his  eyes  are  duller, 
his  hands  loosen  their  tight  grip  on  the 
chair,  his  mouth  closes,  and  he  swal- 
lows . . . The  roast  has  lost  its  dazz- 
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ling  charm.  The  hands  that  turn  it 
are  blacker,  the  nose  dirtier,  the  hair 
greasier.  Boswell  enters  in  the  midst 
of  this  disillusionment  and  calls  his 
companion  to  the  table.  “Come,  Doc- 
tor, we  shall  feast  and  then  retire. 
First,  the  roast- — ah — mmm — What  a 
delicious  aroma ! What  a savory 
brown  ! Come,  sir,  won’t  you  have  this 
part?  It  is  your  favorite,  I know.” 
“NO  — no  — I shall  wait  for  the  pud- 
ding; I’ll  have  no  roast.”  The  doctor 
smiles  benignly  upon  his  friend  and 
gloats  with  satisfaction  over  his  fortu- 
nate escape.  Meanwhile,  Boswell 
gorges  himself  upon  the  beautifully 
browned  roast,  glancing  occasionally 
at  the  Doctor  in  sympathy.  “No, 
Bozzy,”  in  answer  to  the  admonition 
of  that  man  ; “No,  I look  forward  to 
the  pudding.  I wish  to  leave  plenty  of 
room.”  At  last  Boswell  has  finished. 
He  sighs  contentedly,  smacks  his  lips 
and  smiles.  The  pudding  is  brought 
in,  and  the  doctor  turns  to  it  eagerly. 
Boswell  refuses  his  share — he  is  too 
full  to  eat  more,  and  the  Doctor  eats 
g'reedily  to  satisfy  his  gnawing  hun- 
ger. At  the  end  of  his  repast,  he 
glances  up,  sighs,  smacks  his  lips,  and 
smiles.  Then  he  turns  to  his  friend. 
“I  must  tell  you,  Boswell — ” . . . With 
affected  sympathy,  he  relates  the  hap- 
penings in  the  kitchen.  Boswell  pales, 
puts  his  hand  to  his  stomach,  and  calls 
loudly  for  the  boy.  After  a loud,  long 
scolding:  “As  for  your  greasy  hair, 
sirrah,  where  is  that  dirty  cap  I saw 
you  wearing  this  morning,  eh?”  “Well, 
sir,  y’see — my  ma,  she  took  it  to  mix 
the  puddin’  in  it  ...  ” 

Try  this  on  your  palate : “Aldiborou- 
tephoscophornio.”  Sir  Walter  Scott 
used  to  use  this  name  when  referring 
to  James  Ballantvne,  his  schoolmate, 
printer,  partner  and  confidential  friend. 
Another  nickname  that  he  used  for 


Ballantyne  was  “Rigdum  Funnidos” 
. . . Next  time  you  have  occasion  to 
use  the  word  “devil,”  try  “Auld  One” 
or  “Auld  Clootie,”  two  Scottish  appel- 
lations . . . The  shortest  wedding  pro- 
posal on  record  is  one  found  in  Dick- 
ens’ “David  Copperfield.”  Barkis,  a 
carrier,  solicited  a servant  called  Peg- 
gotty  in  marriage  by  holding  before 
her  eyes  a paper  on  which  he  had  writ- 
ten the  words,  “Barkis  is  willin’  ” . . . 
Speaking  of  your  political  parties,  you 
may  have  heard  of  a group  called  “Big- 
endians.”  These  were  a religious-po- 
litical sect  in  Lilliput,  who  always 
broke  their  eggs  at  the  large  end.  They 
were  regarded  as  heretics  by  the  law, 
which  required  everyone  to  break  his 
eggs  at  the  small  end  under  pain  of 
severe  penalties  . . . And  as  for  nick- 
names of  well-known  men,  look  at 
these : Benjamin  Disraeli  was  called 
“Dizzy” ; Napoleon  I.  was  called 
“Father  Violet”  by  the  Parisian  popu- 
lace ; George  III.  of  England  was  pop- 
ularly known  as  “Farmer  George.”  He 
is  said  to  have  owned  Windsor  farm, 
which  brought  him  an  income  . . . 
Our  modern  word  “vaudeville”  is  de- 
rived from  a fifteenth-century  Norman 
poet  called  Oliver  Basselin.  He  called 
his  convivial  songs  by  the  name  of  his 
native  valley,  “Val-de-Vire,”  or,  in  Old 
French,  “Vau-de-Vire”  ...  In  case 
you  didn’t  know : “The  ‘Athens  of 
America’  is  a name  often  applied  to 
Boston,  Massachusetts,  a city  remark- 
able character  of  its  citizens,  and  for 
its  many  excellent  literary,  scientific, 
.and  educational  institutions  and  pub- 
lications.” Phew!  what  think  ye  of 
the  above,  my  friends?  Incidentally, 
this  blurb  was  written  a year  after  the 
end  of  the  Civil  War.  (Do  we  still 
merit  the  same  laudatory  commenda- 
tion? All  those  in  favor  signify  in  the 
usual  manner.  The  motion  is  earned!) 
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. . . Comments  upon  the  following  are 
cordially  invited:  “Take  a basin  of 
water,  place  your  finger  in  it  for  thirty 
( 30)  seconds ; then  take  it  out  and  look 
at  the  hole  that  remains.  The  size  of 
that  hole  represents  about  the  impres- 
sion that  advice  (or  sometimes  instruc- 
tion) makes  on  a pupil’s  mind”  . . . 
While  on  the  subject  of  pupils,  let’s 
look  at  some  of  the  specimens  found 
on  English  papers:  (1)  “We  all  went 
to  the  sea  shore  for  a little  fresh  air 
from  the  city.”  (2)  “Canteens  were 
issued  to  soldiers  with  short  necks.” 
. . . “Phiz,”  the  famous  cartoonist,  was 
Hablot  K.  Browne,  a comic  draughts- 
man . . . No,  Algernon,  “Pickelher- 
ringe”  is  not  a spiced  fish ; it  is  the 
common  name  for  a buffoon  among 
the  Dutch  . . . The  Tammany  branch 
of  our  Democratic  party  derives  its 
name  from  Tammany,  a chief  of  the 
Delaware  Indians.  He  was  a very  wise 
chief,  whose  motto  was,  “Unite  in 
peace  for  happiness ; in  war,  for  de- 
fense” . . . The  word  “starvation”  is 
only  158  years  old;  it  was  first  intro- 
duced into  the  English  language  by 
Lord  Melville  in  a speech  in  Parlia- 


ment in  the  year  1775  ...  A name  that 
one  would  hardly  expect  in  reference 
to  London  University  is  “Stinkoma- 
lee.”  Theodore  Hook  called  it  by  this 
melodious  epithet  because  the  institu- 
tion was  in  ill  repute  with  the  mem- 
bers of  other  universities  as  a result 
of  admitting  students  of  all  denomina- 
tions . . . The  word  “claymore,”  which 
means  “sword,”  comes  from  “Mor- 
glay,”  the  name  of  the  famous  weapon 
of  Sir  Bevis  of  Southampton.  The 
word  “claymore”  is  an  inversion  of 
“Morglay”  . . . Another  worthy  old 
lady  is  the  “Old  Lady  of  Threadneedle 
Street,”  a nickname  for  the  Bank  of 
England  . . . And  since  we  have  heard 
“The  Charge  of  the  Light  Brigade,” 
a few  times  since  entering  this  school, 
the  following  is  not  inappropriate:  The 
attorney  for  an  electric  light  company 
was  making  a popular  address.  Warm- 
ing to  his  subject,  he  cried:  “Think  of 
the  good  this  company  has  done!  If  I 
were  allowed  to  pun,  I should  say,  in 
the  words  of  the  immortal  poet — 
‘Honor  the  Light  Brigade’ !”  . . . And 
from  the  audience  came  a voice — “O. 
what  a charge  they  made ! . . . 

Sidney  Sul  kin,  ’35. 

Sherwood  D.  Fox,  ’35. 


THE  CUSTOMER  IS  ALWAYS  RIGHT 


Your  reporter  was  travelling  on  a 
Dudley  Street  car  one  day.  The  Regis- 
ter had  just  come  out,  and  a flock 
of  youngsters  were  looking  it  over. 
Your  reporter  was  unknown  to  them. 

“Young  man,”  I said,  “what  do  you 
think  of  that  magazine?” 

They  all  looked  up  and  in  one  breath 
said,  “It’s  1 y !”  One  fellow  con- 

tinued, “It’s  not  interesting.” 

I was  quite  taken  back  and  retired 
to  my  seat.  But  it  gave  me  an  idea. 


A magazine  is  published  for  its  public. 
What  does  our  public  want? 

Accordingly,  I interviewed  many 
boys:  big  boys,  little  boys;  fat  boys, 
thin  boys ; smart  boys,  dumb  boys — 
in  the  corridor,  on  the  football  field, 
in  the  locker  room,,  in  street-cars.  I 
must  say  that  our  public  does  not  agree 
with  our  idea  of  a school  magazine. 

Finally,  I interviewed  a senior  — a 
man  who  is  a social  light  of  our  class. 
When  I asked  him  the  usual  question. 
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he  gave  the  usual  reply.  “We  want 
to  please  our  public,”  I said  ; “could  you 
do  better?” 

“You  bet  I could.  I could  write 
something  that  would  interest  the 
boys.” 

“You  have  the  assignment,”  I said. 
“Give  it  to  me  the  first  of  the  week, 
and  I’ll  see  that  it  gets  into  print.” 

Here  is  his  story  in  a few  words — 
I didn't  agree  to  print  a book  for  him. 


“The  Queen  of  Hearts” 

She  was  beautiful.  Ah ! She  was 
beautiful ! I met  her  on  the  aft  deck 
of  the  “Grinaldo”  our  third  day  out 
from  New  York — England  bound.  Slim, 
blonde  hair  and  laughing  blue  eyes, 
she  stood  with  her  parents  watching 
an  exciting  game  of  shuffle-board  . . . 
Getting  acquainted  was  not  hard,  and 
before  we  parted,  I was  invited  to  their 
cabin  for  the  evening. 

You  may  wonder  how  a young  man 
only  three  years  out  of  Latin  School 
could  afford  a trip  to  England  on  such 
a luxurious  liner.  In  my  three  years 
I had  accumulated  $100,000,  believe  it 
or  not.  My  success  was  due  entirely 
to  my  extraordinary  ability,  my  un- 
questionable honesty,  my  unlimited 
knowledge,  my  untiring  application  to 
duty,  and  to  the  fact  that  my  uncle 
had  died  and  left  me  $99,999. 

Arriving  at  the  cabin  early,  I con- 
versed on  worldly  questions  with  her 
father,  apparetnly  an  honorable,  well- 
dressed,  intelligent  business  man.  As 
the  evening  wore  on,  we  played  a few 
rubbers  of  bridge  for  small  sums  of 
money.  I was  $15  to  the  g'ood  at  bed- 
time, though  I was  loath  to  take  it. 

The  time  passed  swiftly  now.  We — 
the  blonde  and  I — spent  the  days  play- 
ing deck-tennis  and  swimming;  and 
the  evenings,  dancing  and  playing 


bridge  with  her  parents.  The  stakes 
were  increased  gradually.  However, 
my  luck  held  out.  and  I usually  raked 
in  about  $20  per  noctem. 

When  we  arrived  in  London,  we 
went  to  the  Grand  Hotel.  After  we 
had  registered,  I promised  to  be  at 
their  rooms  at  8.30  P.  M.  “Ah,  she 
is  beautiful,”  I thought,  looking  for- 
ward to  our  next  meeting. 

That  evening,  her  father  immedi- 
ately interested  me  in  a new  card 
game.  From  the  beginning  I lost 
heavily ; but,  goaded  by  my  gorgeous 
blonde  friend,  I increased  the  ante 
Alas,  in  the  end  I lost  $5000.  Crest- 
fallen, I returned  to  my  room. 

Next  morning,  on  my  way  to  break- 
fast, a kindly  gentleman  stopped  me. 
“Son,”  he  said,  “I  don’t  know  whether 
you  know  it  or  not,  but  that  man, 
woman,  and  girl  you  were  with  last 
night  are  international  gamblers.” 

Stunned,  I rushed  to  their  rooms, 
only  to  find  that  they  had  checked  out 
at  five  in  the  morning — destination  un- 
known. 

She  was  beautiful ! 

Alas  ! She  was  beautiful ! 


The  day  after  he  handed  me  this 
story,  the  author  met  me  in  the  corri- 
dor. “Some  story,  eh,  boy?”  he  said, 
slapping'  me  on  the  back.  “If  you 
really  want  to  sell  Registers  this 
month,  have  a picture  of  a classy 
blonde  on  the  cover.” 

* * * * 

And  then  I interviewed  a third  class 
lad.  “The  Register,”  I said,  “what  do 
you  think  of  it?” 

“Too  tame,”  he  replied.  “Half  the 
boys  don’t  read  it.  The  store  next  to 
my  house  sells  twenty  magazines  that 
have  it  beaten  a city  block,  and  only 
ten  cents  per  issue.” 
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“Listen,”  I said,  “do  you  think  you 
could  write  a story  that  the  boys  would 
read?” 

“I’ll  have  one  for  you  tomorrow,” 
he  said;  “and  I’ll  bet  if  they  once  start 
it,  they’ll  read  it  through.” 

Here  is  his  effort : 

“Lieutenant  Goughian  sat  dozing  at 
his  desk  in  the  9th  precinct  station. 
Things  were  quiet  — no  murders,  no 
bank  robberies,  no  hold-ups.  Suddenly 
the  door  opened,  and  an  excited  man 
ran  to  the  desk  and  cried  out  in  a 
startled  voice,  “Schultz  is  dead.”  The 
Lieutenant  pressed  a button  and  three 
patrolmen  rushed  to  the  desk.  Trem- 
bling with  excitement,  the  man  told 
his  story.  He  had  just  entered  Schultz’s 
bakery,  which  is  four  doors  east  of 
the  station  house.  Nobody  came  to 
wait  on  him  ; and  after  tapping  impa- 
tiently on  the  glass,  he  went  into  the 
back  room.  No  one  was  there ; but 
what  a sight  met  his  gaze — blood  on 
the  floor,  blood-stained  furniture,  a 
bloody  shirt,  and  bloody  fingerprints 
everywhere. 

The  Lieutenant  sprang  into  action. 
The  officers  departed  for  the  scene  of 
the  murder  at  top  speed. 

Soon  the  cry  came  over  the  radio : 
“Police  cars,  stand  by,  Schultz  is  dead! 
Tonight  at  8 P.  M.  . . . Car  No.  42-561 
was  seen  this  afternoon  outside  the 
store.  All  cars  stand  by  and  intercept 
car  No.  42-561.  Police  Car  No.  2,  pro- 
ceed at  once  to  scene  of  crime. 

Within  fifteen  minutes,  police,  detec- 
tives, and  coroner  were  on  the  job, 
searching  feverishly  for  clues.  A fin- 
gerprint expert  was  comparing  the 
fingerprints  found  with  those  in  the 
Rogues’  Gallery.  The  department 
chemist  had  taken  the  bloody  shirt  to 
his  laboratory  for  tests. 

Lieutenant  Coughlan  was  standing 
in  front  of  the  desk  in  whispered  con- 


ference with  two  of  his  assistants  when 
the  door  opened  and  in  walked  Schultz. 
Though  startled,  the  detective-mind  of 
Coughlan  grasped  the  situation  in  an 
instant.  If  Schultz  were  living,  he 
must  have  murdered  someone. 

“Arrest  Schultz !”  he  cried. 

“But,  Lieutenant,”  said  Schultz,  “I 
can  explain  ; I cut  ...” 

But  the  Lieutenant  held  up  his  hand 
and  said : 

“Anything  you  say  may  be  used 
against  you.” 

“But,  listen,  Lieutenant,  I spilt — ” 

Just  then  the  door  opened  and  in 
walked  the  department  chemist. 

“Here’s  Dr.  Buckley,”  said  the  Lieu- 
tenant. “What  did  the  tests  show?” 

The  doctor  answered  in  one  word — 
“Mercurochrome !” 

By  this  time  I was  getting  used  to 
authors ; so  I asked  him  what  kind  of 
cover  he  wanted  on  the  magazine. 

“All  white,”  he  said,  “with  a red 
hand  dripping'  blood.” 

* * * * 

And  then  I interviewed  a sixth  class 
boy.  “Son,”  I said,  “what  do  you  think 
of  the  Register?” 

“It’s  bum,”  he  said  frankly.  “No  ac- 
tion! No  life!  No  pep!" 

“Would  you  give  me  your  idea  of 
an  interesting  story  for  the  Register?" 

“Sure,”  he  replied ; “but  they 
wouldn’t  print  it.  They  don’t  want 
action  stories.  Their  stuff  is  fossil- 
ized !” 

“Just  send  it  in,  sonny,”  I encour- 
aged, “and  we’ll  see  what  we  can  do.” 

Briefly,  this  is  his  idea  of  a real 
story : _____ 

It  was  the  year  1875.  Jack  Dalton 
had  finished  his  third  year  at  Latin 
School,  and  his  uncle  in  Wyoming  had 
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asked  him  to  spend  the  summer  on 
his  ranch.  Equipping  himself  with  a 
trusty  sub-machine  gun,  a number  of 
gray  flannel  shirts,  and  a broad  som- 
brero, he  left  the  train  at  Chicago  and 
went  by  stage  coach  to  the  town  of 
Grisley,  Wyoming.  Here  he  purchased 
a beautiful  but  wild  horse.  Leaving 
civilization  behind  him,  he  went  forth 
alone  into  the  wilderness.  His  saddle 
bags  were  loaded  with  provisions  for 
his  hazardous  journey.  But  two  days 
out,  after  finishing  his  lonely  break- 
fast of  bacon  and  eggs,  he  washed  his 
face  in  the  babbling  brook,  stamped 
out  his  camp  fire,  and  proceeded  on 
his  way.  Could  he  have  foreseen  the 
dangers  that  were  in  store  for  him, 
would  he  have  had  the  courage  to  go 
on?” 

An  hour  from  the  time  he  left  his 
camp-fire  he  heard  shooting,  but 
pressed  valiantly  omvard.  “There’s 
dirty  work  at  the  cross-roads,”  he  said. 
“I  may  be  in  time  to  help.”  He  came 
around  a curve  in  the  mountain  path, 
and  there  in  front  of  him  was  a cov- 
ered wagon.  The  horses  were  killed. 
Behind  them  lay  two  men,  firing-  rap- 
idly across  the  horses’  backs.  Behind 
the  wagon  in  trembling  fear  were 

Around  the  wagon  in  an  ever-near- 
huddled  a woman  and  three  children, 
ing  circle  ranged  a thousand  Indians, 
muskets  blazing,  all  intent  on  killing 
their  prey.  Into  the  midst  of  this 
circle  rode  Jack  Dalton,  his  machine- 
gun  resting  lightly  on  his  horse’s  head. 
The  rat-a-tat-tat  of  the  machine-gun 
was  music  to  the  ears  of  the  embattled 


pioneers  as  he  rode  within  the  circle 
of  the  Indians  and  relentlessly  mowed 
them  down.  When  the  last  Indian  had 
fallen,  the  woman,  thankful  for  the 
saving-  of  her  family,  rushed  to  Tack 
Dalton.  As  he  dismounted  from  his 
horse,  she  threw  her  arms  around  his 
neck  and  exclaimed,  “You’se  saved  our 
lives ; t'ank  heavens  you’se  came !” 

Removing  her  arms  from  his  neck. 
Jack  stood  at  attention.  “Thank 
heaven,  you  came.  You  have  saved 
our  lives.  You  should  have  said,”  re- 
sponded Jack.  “1  am  a Latin  School 
boy.  I cannot  bear  incorrect  English.” 
Swinging  himself  into  his  saddle,  Jack 
prepared  to  go. 

The  white-faced  men  hurried  to  him 
as  fast  as  they  could  over  the  piles  of 
fallen  Indians  to  thank  him  for  their 
miraculous  delivery.  Their  words  of 
thanks  made  Jack  blush  like  a school- 
girl. Waving  his  hat,  he  started  off 
again  into  the  wilderness. 

“It  is  nothing,”  he  called  to  them. 
“It  is  but  my  good  deed  for  the  day ; 
for  I am  a Boy  Scout,  South  Boston 
Troop  431.” 


After  the  sixth  class  boy  handed  me 
this  story,  he  chased  me  down  the  cor- 
ridor. “If  you  want  a real  idea,”  he 
said,  ‘“when  you  publish  this  story, 
you  ought  to  have  the  cover  of  the 
Register  done  in  red  with  an  Indian 
on  horseback  in  the  centre.  I don’t 
want  any  credit  for  it ; but  you  might 
put  Boy  Scout  Troop,  South  Boston 
431,  on  the  story.” 

John  F.  Casey,  Jr.,  ’34 
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RAMBLINGS  OF  THE  REGISTER’S  RAVING  REPORTER 


February  2.  Owing  to  the  fact  that 
one  person  can  be  in  only  one  place 
at  one  time — 2.45  Friday — and  to  the 
loss  of  our  ticket,  we  failed  to  attend 
the  debate.  Laconia  vs.  B.  L.  S.  How- 
ever, according  to  Harry  Feinman,  fea- 
tures included  Laconia’s  female  ora- 
tors. Cunningham’s  jazz  contribution, 
and.  of  course.  Latin  School’s  Archer 
and  Wernick.  An  immense  crowd — 
about  a hundred  die-hards — took  ad- 
vantage of  the  free  show  . . . 2500 
enthusiasts  attended  the  hockey  triple- 
header at  the  Arena.  Boston  College — 
featuring  Fred  Moore,  erstwhile  Lat- 
inite — played  to  a 5-5  draw  with  North- 
eastern in  a real  scorcher.  Latin  0. 
Dorchester  0,  in  a fast  game.  North- 
eastern's band  and  Latin’s  cheering 
section,  led  by  “Cutie”  Cutter,  provided 
added  entertainment. 

February  5.  Assembly  was  notice- 
able because  of  its  absence.  Your 
faithful  correspondent  has  made  some 
astounding  discoveries  that  will  un- 
doubtedly shake  the  very  foundations 
of  mathematics  and  make  Pythagorus 
turn  over  in  his  grave.  He  has  proved 
that  doing  nothing  is  ideal ; that  $50.00 


subtracted  from  a cash  register  equals 
15  years;  that  anyone  who  attempts 
to  find  the  tenth  root  of  759  should  be 
thrown  into  Latin  School  . . . The 
fetching  drama.  “The  Inner  Circle." 
has  been  postponed  one  week  — the 
heroine  lost  "his”  powder  puff  . . . 
The  debating  club  met  to  discuss  the 
box-office  returns  of  their  free  debate 
with  Laconia. 

February  6.  Since  we  print  only  the 
insignificant,  we  feel  loath  to  record 
the  many  important  proceedings  of  the 
day.  Hence,  look  elsewhere  for  your 
genuine  information. 

February  7.  Latin  53.  Dorchester 
29.  Trade  23 — final  results  of  the  tid - 
dle-winks  contest  held  behind  locked 
doors  in  the  cellar.  Leary.  Santosu- 
osso,  Wrexler,  and  Weiner  won  their 
matches.  The  running  events  of  this 
meet  will  not  be  held  . . . Mouse, 
mouse,  who  has  the  mice?  Believe  it 
or  not.  a small  rodent  is  running  about 
within  the  sacred  confines  of  this  here 
shack.  He  was  last  seen  in  the  sanc- 
tum. He  was  wearing  a tall  hat,  over- 
alls, and  rubber-boots.  A negative 
photo  of  the  R.R.R.  will  be  posted  as 
a reward  for  his  capture.  Bring  him 
back  alive ! ! . . . The  Licker  Club  met 
in  211  to  consider  revenue  stamps. 

February  8.  The  Senior  class  had 
individual  photos  taken  in  the  library 
for  use  in  college  applications  . . . Six 
basketball  nets  have  been  set  up  in 
the  drill  hall.  Proximo  Anno  B.  L.  S. 
will  be  represented  by  a quintet. 

February  9.  The  School  Committee 
hung  out  the  “Keine  Schule”  sign.  It 
was  sehr  froid. 

February  10.  The  baton-passers 
lropped  a close  relay  to  our  “dear"  ri- 
vals, English. 

February  12.  In  the  closest  contest 
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within  the  memory  of  our  oldest  in- 
habitant— “Rud”  Hove — English  nosed 
out  Latin,  71  to  61,  in  the  galloping 
events  of  their  annual  dual  meet.  Mr. 
Dobbyn  sat  in  the  English  cheering 
section,  must  to  the  disgust  of  our 
lusty  rooters. 

February  13.  Mr.  Campbell  didn’t 
close  the  schools,  although  the  weather 
was  still  halt  . . . The  “Reggie”  high 
jump  was  held  below  decks  today.  The 
lads  continued  to  hoist  themselves  over 
amazing  heig'hts  away  into  the  late 
hours  of  the  evening. 

February  14.  Nothing  happened — 
Nuf-ced ! 

February  15.  P.  K.  Wrigley-Mur- 
phy  has  set  a new  style.  He  wears 
his  shirts  backwards.  Oh,  well,  that’s 
one  way  of  getting  in  the  limelight. 
It  gives  us  great  pleasure  to  announce 
the  inauguration  of  a new  column — 
“Advice  to  the  Fifty-fivers.”  Address 
all  communications  to  11962,  Cell  239, 
Charlestown  . . . You  will  be  given 
24  hours  to  leave  the  country. 

February  16.  The  Register  came 
out  amid  a flood  of  comments — none 
favorable.  Exercises  in  commemora- 
tion of  the  birthdays  of  the  parent  et 
savior  patriae  nostrae.  Mr.  Peirce  was 
master  of  ceremonies.  Damon  and 
McKenney  read  their  essays  on  “Slav- 
ery” and  “Lincoln,”  respectively.  Pres- 
ident R.  P.  Sullivan  read  a selection 
from  Washington’s  farewell  address. 
The  orchestra  provided  half  the  noise ; 
and  George  Gershwin  and  “Encore” 
Berstein  were  responsible  for  the  rest. 
The  historical  playlet  was  amusing. 
Archer’s  portrayal  of  Lincoln  was 
worth  the  nickel  we  spent  in  getting 
to  school  . . . The  affernoon  exercises 
for  the  lower  classes  were  much  the 
same.  Mr.  French  was  master  of  cere- 
monies; Abelow  and  Wernick,  the  es- 


sayists; Graves,  the  flute  soloist;  Sin- 
nott,  his  accompanist;  the  band,  with 
a surplus  of  drummers,  the  musical 
organization. 

February  22.  “Ye  Hoppe  of  the  Elite" 
— Despite  a 15-inch  snowfall,  there 
was  a goodly  crowd  present.  Every- 
body you  didn’t  expect  to  see  was 
there,  all  decked  out  in  his  “soup  and 
fish.”  “Red”  Radley,  after  obligingly 
taking-  everybody  else  home  in  his  cha- 
riot, got  stuck  and  was  forced  to  hoof 
it  himself  . . . Marcus  has  to  resort 
to  a cane,  and  Spear  has  a noticeable 
limp. 

February  24.  The  ambitious  track- 
sters  got  a good  work-out,  a fair  meal 
a long,  cold  train  ride,  and  an  eyeful 
of  scenery  out  of  their  trip  to  Andover. 
“Handsome  Frank”  Leary  garnered  a 
third  in  the  “300”;  and  the  relay  team 
Weiner,  Santosuosso,  Thompson,  and 
Leary — were  way  out  in  front  of  the 
English  quartet,  having  fourth  best 
time  in  the  meet. 

February  26.  La  neige  fell.  No 
school. 

February  27.  Back  to  the  grind. 
We  are  very  glad  to  return.  In  fact, 
we  have  been  longing  for  a glimpse 
of  the  good  old  school — in  ashes.  Never 
before  did  we  realize  how  attached  to 
the  school  we  have  become.  Now  we 
know  why  so  many  lads  prolong  their 
courses  . . . Classes  4,  5,  and  6 as- 
sembled for  about  15  minutes.  The 
home  room  period  is  9 to  9.35  this 
week.  One  is  not  tardy  till  after  9.35 
A.  M.  . . . Mr.  Glover’s  board  yields 
this  startling  statement: 

Ultor  repertus  est. 

Macula  delebitur. 

Gaudet  gratiam  habet. 

Mox  gratias  aget. 

February  28.  “Reggie”  trials.  “Quel 
homme”  Leary  and  J.  H.  Sullivan  in 
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the  “300”;  “Art  Clement  and  Powers 
in  the  “600” ; “Dick”  Bigwood,  Captain 
“Al”  Branca  and  Scanned  in  the  “1000” 
are  potential  “breadwinners”  in  the 
Senior  division;  while  Intermediates 
“Len”  Weiner  and  Frank  Foley  in  the 
“220”;  “Red”  Thompson  and  Joe  Fink- 
elstein  in  the  “600,”  are  expected  to 
bring  home  the  “bacon”  ...  It  is  ru- 
mored that  the  Glee  Club  may  exer- 
cise their  larynxes  in  the  near  future 
at  an  assembly  . . . The  Boston  Public 
Library  reports  that  all  the  “Orysseys” 
returned  lack  Book  9.  Come  across. 
209 !! ! 

March  1.  The  more  mature  classes, 
1 and  2.  listened  to  a brief  talk  by  Dr. 
.William  Cullen  Dennis,  noted  interna- 
tional lawyer  and  president  of  a mid- 
western  college.  The  subject,  “Poli- 
Itics  in  China.”  He  lived  so  long  among 
the  Chinese  it’s  a wonder  he  didn’t  be- 
gin his  speech  backwards. 

The  remainder  of  the  “Reggie”  tri- 
als were  held.  Lawler,  Anderson,  Chi- 
ampa,  Powers,  Clatano,  Plackter, 
Crowley,  and  Sullivan  placed  in  their 
respective  events.  “Tiger  Joe”  Nee, 
with  his  knee-action  pumpers,  looks 
oromising  in  the  Intermediate  dash, 
win  many  points  for  Latin. 

March  2.  More  gleeingby  the  song- 
sters. Here’s  a brain-teaser  for  the 
Math  sharks:  If  a grasshopper  who 
has  a wooden  leg  10  in.  by  2 in.  by  3-4 
in.  drills  a hole  in  a tin  box  20  in.  by 
4 in.  by  1 1-2  in.,  how  long  will  it  take 
Houdini  to  eat  all  the  green  cheese  in 
the  moon?  A reward — Two  bottom- 
less milk  bottles  full  of  red  ink — will 
be  given  to  whosoever  will  answer 
these  questions  correctly.  Write  your 
answer  illegibly  on  the  rough  side  of 
wax  paper,  print  your  name  and  ad- 
dress in  the  lower  left-hand  corner, 


fold  paper  neatly,  put  it  in  an  envelope 
— and  burn  it ! 

March  3.  City  Championships  at  the 
East  Armory.  Latin  places  second. 
The  R.  R.  R.  kept  the  Latin  School 
spirit  alive  with  his  inspiring  applause. 
“Red”  Thompson  got  our  only  first, 
although  Leary  and  Weiner  were 
barely  edged  out  in  their  races.  Sev- 
eral celebrities,  including  Mr.  Camp- 
bell and  the  R.  R.  R.,  were  present. 

March  5.  Mr.  Powers  described  viv- 
idly the  Boston  Massacre  to  a group 
of  youngsters.  That  blood-curdler, 
“The  Inner  Circle,”  was  postponed  to 
April  6 in  order  to  give  the  villain  a 
chance  to  cultivate  a mustachio  . . . 
The  Physics  Club  met  today  to  wash 
Mr.  Carroll’s  windows. 

March  6.  A select  few  are  holding 
basketball  practice  each  evening. 

March  7.  Relay  Carnival.  See  sport 
page  for  details  . . . 99.44  per  cent  of 
the  Senior  class  procured  Harvard  Col- 
lege application  blanks.  The  other  .56 
per  cent  were  absent.  A list  of  schol- 
arships to  various  colleges  was  posted 
. . . Attention,  Glee  Club!  We  under- 
stand that  Bemis  University  in  Dum  ■ 
mer,  Colorado,  offers  an  excellent  4- 
year  course  in  free-hand  yodeling. 
Terms  of  admission:  grammar  school 
diploma  and  $50.00  cold  cash. 

March  8.  “Extra!  Extra!”  — Big 
gambling  ring  broke  up  when  a teacher 
removed  the  principal— 70  cents. 

March  9.  Ho,  hum  ! Register  dead- 
line. Next  month  the  identity  of  the 
R.  R.  R.  will  be  divulged.  Ah,  yes ; 
there  is  more  than  one  of  them.  Send 
all  flowers  and  messages  of  condolence 
to  the  “Sanctum,”  in  care  of  Mickey 
Mouse.  Boodle-hoo  and  peek-a-boo, 
(accompanied  by  Sammy  Liner). 


Avingra  Egisterra  Eporterra. 
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We  had  several  letters  from  readers  who  looked  for  our  column  in  the 
last  issue  and  were  disappointed?  . . . Eight  out  of  every  ten  Tuxedos  at 
the  “Prom”  were  either  “the  Pater’s”  or  rented  for  “two-fifty  per?”  . . . 
Everybody  had  a swell  time?  . . . Some  of  the  boys  went  in  sleighs?  . . . All 
cats  look  gray  at  night?  So  what?  . . . This  year  school  has  actually  been 
closed  two  days  on  account  of  the  weather?  ...  If  you  rock  an  empty  chair 
you  will  have  bad  luck?  . . . There  is  a special  “Blue  Plate  Luncheon,”  con- 
sisting of  beans  and  a lettuce  sandwich,  for  eleven  cents  at  the  Latin  School 
Rathskeller  . . . Music  at  said  “Rathskeller”  is  furnished  by  John  Student 
and  his  “Clinking  Cups”?  . . . Your  favorite  milk,  water,  and  fruit  punch 
can  be  obtained  at  the  newly  installed  bar? 

S.  Emerson  Golden , ’35. 

TTowdrd  Levenson,  ’34. 
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THE  REGIMENTAL  MEET 

Ringing  down  the  curtain  on  the 
1934  season.  Latin’s  greatest  track 
team  in  years  bested  Mechanics  and 
Memorial  to  finish  second  behind  an- 
other of  English’s  super  track  forces. 
The  final  total  found  the  Blue  and 
Blue  with  54  5-6  points  ; Latin,  34  11-12 ; 
Mechanics,  32  1-2;  Memorial,  31  3-4; 
etc.,  etc. 

The  lone  Junior  to  score  in  the  run- 
ning events  was  Ralph  Sullivan,  who 
finished  third  in  the  “176.” 

Among  the  Intermediates,  “Dick” 
Powers  clipped  the  final  barrier  to 
trail  into  fourth  place.  “Ben”  Chiampi 
chested  his  way  into  a third  in  the 
dash.  The  “600”  found  “Red”  Thomp- 
son running  a cozy  race  to  breast  the 
ribbon,  our  only  winner  of  the  day. 
Sixth  from  the  pole  and  forced  to  run 
on  the  outside  all  the  way,  “Len” 
Weiner  was  nipped  by  Roger  Battles 
at  the  tape  in  the  ‘220.”  Frank  Foley 
finished  fourth  in  the  save  event. 

“Dick”  Bigwood  ran  third  in  the 
“100,”  followed  by  Capt.  “Al”  Branca. 
“Art”  Clement  eased  his  way  into 
third  place  in  the  “600,”  while  Frank 
Leary  as  usual  produced  the  fireworks 
in  a thrilling  300-yard  duel  with  “Bill” 
Doherty  of  East  Boston.  Fortune  re- 
fused to  crack  a smile,  and  Frank  was 
barely  edged  at  the  tape. 


In  the  Junior  field  events,  Paul  Wex- 
ler  putted  to  a first,  Sullivan  finished 
second  in  the  broad  jump,  and  Crowley 
tied  for  fourth  in  the  high  jump.  “Len” 
Weiner,  displaying  great  competitive 
spirit,  finished  in  a tie  for  first  place 
in  the  Intermediate  high  jump.  “Russ” 
Singleton  was  fourth  in  this  event, 
while  in  the  Senior  division,  “Vin” 
Santosuosso  added  a quarter  of  a 
point  in  the  Spitz  specialty. 

ENGLISH  EDGES 

Our  well-balanced  track  team  gave 
English  its  first  real  fight  on  the 
boards  in  many  a moon.  The  Blue  and 
Blue,  victor  by  at  least  50  points  in 
past  meets,  was  forced  to  satisfy  her- 
self with  a 71-61  final  score.  It  was 
the  closest,  hardest-fought  meet  with 
our  friendly  enemies  in  the  memory  of 
the  "Oldest  Inhabitant.” 

In  the  Senior  hurdles,  “Swede”  An- 
derson steamed  into  second  place,  fol- 
lowed by  Frank  MacMillan.  The  dash 
found  “Dick”  Lawler  and  “Winnie” 
Bigwood  firmly  entrenched  in  third 
and  fourth  positions.  “Vin”  Santosu- 
osso fought  hard  against  tough  com- 
petition in  the  “300”  to  finish  second, 
while  John  Powers  brought  up  in  the 
rear  of  the  scoring  foursome. 

The  Purple  came  through  with  fly- 
ing colors  in  the  Lilliputian  Marathon. 
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the  Senior  “1000."  Capt.  “Al"  Branca 
proved  his  mettle  by  leading*  the  pack 
home  with  plenty  to  spare.  “Dick” 
Bigwood  eased  into  third  place,  fol- 
lowed by  Scanned,  who  put  up  a spirit- 
ed battle  on  the  final  stretch. 

In  the  final  event  of  the  day,  the 
“600,”  Frank  Leary  toed  the  mark 
with  “Art”  Cox,  English’s  g*allant  cap- 
tain. Never  more  than  a yard  apart, 
the  pair  tore  around  the  track  lap  after 
lap.  On  the  final  stretch  Cox  managed 
to  maintain  his  slight  advantage  and 

wasted  the  tape  a winner. 

Among  the  Intermediates,  “Dick” 
Powers  and  “Cigars”  Sullivan  placed 
first  and  fourth  in  the  hurdles,  in  that 
order.  In  the  dash,  Frank  Foley  and 
“Ben”  Chiampa  formed  the  filling  of 
the  scoring  sandwich.  As  is  his  wont, 
“Len”  Weiner  out-distanced  the  field 
in  the  “220"  in  a heady  race,  while 
George  Bennett  copped  a third  in  the 
same  event.  “Red”  Thompson  and 
“Joe”  Finkelstein  put  cocky  Mr. 
Battles  in  his  place  in  the  “600,”  when 
they  finished  one-two. 

The  Juniors,  no  longer  the  “little  fel- 
lows,” added  11  points  to  our  total. 
“Al”  Plackter  finished  third  in  the 
hurdles,  and  “Orlando”  Celetano  and 
Ralph  Sullivan  formed  the  “filling”  in 
the  dash.  “Charlie”  Baker  missed  the 
first  corner,  couldn't  make  up  the  loss, 
and  fought  his  way  into  second  place 
in  the  “176,”  with  “The  Great”  Hel- 
man  fourth  in  the  same  event. 


DROPS  FROM  THE  SHOWERS 

At  the  annual  Relay  Carnival  our 
teams  again  proved  themselves  among 
the  best,  with  the  Medley  team  show- 
ing the  way  as  usual.  For  the  third 
successive  year  our  Medley  quartet 
has  eclipsed  record  figures.  Crowley, 
Weiner,  Santosuosso  and  Leary,  run- 
ning in  that  order  set  a new  record  at 


1 minute,  45  4-5  seconds.  The  Senior 
two-lap  team,  composed  of  B>ranca, 
Scanned,  Powers,  and  Clement,  lost  to 
English,  but  finished  fourth.  The 
Senior  one-lap  quartet  found  Ander- 
son, Lyons,  Cahill  and  Lawler  com- 
peting in  that  order.  The  Junior  team 
with  “Red"  Rosenfield,  “Cliff”  Hel- 
man,  Sullivan  and  Baker — trailed  Eng- 
lish into  fourth  position.  Bennett, 
Honigbaum,  Chiampa,  and  Thompson 
actually  smashed  the  record  in  the 
Intermediate  relay  event,  only  to  chase 
the  Blue  and  Blue  team  home.  . . . 
At  the  Andover  meet,  “Tod”  Plotkin 
playing  the  leading  role,  Frank  Leary 
ran  a heady  race  to  finsh  third  with  lit- 
tle difficulty.  Our  relay  team  taking 
the  measure  of  English,  ran  fourth 
among  all  those  entered  ....  Jockeying 
his  men  in  the  various  events  did 
Coach  Ohrenberger  of  English  no  good 
in  his  meet  with  us.  Battles  was 
switched  from  the  “220”  to  trail  "Red" 
Thompson  and  “Joe”  Finkelstein  ; Yaf- 
fee  changed  from  the  “600,”  only  to 
be  beaten  by  “Al”  Branca  in  a thrilling 
“1000";  dashman  Zeimetz  ran  the 
“220”  to  be  severely  trounced  by  “Len" 
Weiner.  Fortune  smiled  on  the  Eng- 
lish mentor  only  w*hen  “Art”  Cox, 
"1000”  man  extraordinary,  nipped 
Frank  Leary  at  the  tape  in  the  “600." 
In  this  same  meet  the  missing  field 
events  might  have  told  an  entirely  dif- 
ferent story.  English’s  10-piint  mar- 
gin was  mighty  slim  compared  with 
last  year’s  figures:  English  177  2-3- 
Latin  53  1-3.  . . . An  orchid  to  you,  “Al” 
Branca!  (Ed.  Note — Copy,  Walter 
Winchell!  Finding  the  Intermediate 
“600”  too  short  for  his  Epicurean  taste, 
“Al”  graduated  to  the  Senior  "1000," 
where  he  has  been  doing  a neat  job). 
...  If  “Winnie”  Bigwood  could  start 
fast,  his  efforts  in  the  dash  would  cer- 
tainly bear  more  fruit.  . . . “Skip” 
Sherlock  of  Hyde  Park  seems  to  be 
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on  the  right  track  in  his  ideas  on  point 
scoring  in  the  “Reggies.”  . . . “Len” 
Weiner  may  not  have  the  best  of  form, 
but  he  makes  up  in  speed  and  fight 
whatever  deficiency  he  has  in  the  first 
department.  The  Cunningham-  Bon- 
thron  duel  at  the  N.  Y.  A.  C.  meet  in 
New  York  could  not  have  been  closer 
than  the  Battles-Weiner  fight  in  the 
“Reggies.”  . . . “Cigars”  Sullivan 

showed  some  of  his  illustrious  broth- 
er’s speed,  finishing  right  up  with  the 
leaders  in  the  Intermedite  hurdles.  . . . 
The  B.  L.  S.  Independent  hockey  sex- 
tet closed  the  season  in  second  place 


in  the  League  standing.  “Jackie" 
Dever,  “Jack”  Leonard.  Paul  Moore. 
“Bob”  Sullivan,  “Jerry”  O’Callaghan 
and  “Buck”  Benson  were  standouts. 
. . . Spring  is  in  the  air.  Tra-la.  tra-la  ! 
. . . The  Braves  and  the  Sox  are  bask- 
ing under  Southern  skies,  lunches  are 
still  being  nibbled  in  the  home  room 
period,  and  I’m  still  getting  misde- 
meanor marks.  . . . Believe  it  or  not : 
Fiorello  La  Guardia  is  a Spanish  bull 
fighter.  “Joe”  Penner  was  graduated 
from  B.  L.  S.  in  the  Class  of  1909. 
This  issue  of  the  Register  is  the  Humor 
Number. 
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| The  Normandie,  America’s  most  attractive  dance  salon,  located 

| on  the  site  of  the  old  Keith  Theatre  on  Washington  Street,  Boston, 

j between  the  New  Keith  and  Paramount  Theatres,  is  giving  a series 

of  Saturday  afternoon  dances  especially  for  the  schools  and  colleges 
in  and  around  Boston.  A beautiful  maple  floor  covers  the  former 
stage  and  the  area  formerly  taken  up  with  the  orchestra  chairs.  For 
| these  Saturday  afternoon  matinees  an  attractive  admission  of  40c 
| prevails.  The  management  of  the  Normandie  is  conducting  this  en- 
P terprise  in  a manner  to  meet  the  taste  of  the  discriminating  youth. 
It  is  carrying  out  the  hope  expressed  for  Mayor  Curley  when,  in 

J • • 

closing  his  broadcast  at  the  opening  of  the  Normandie  said,  “Boston 
| welcomes  this  new  place  of  recreation,  the  Normandie,  in  the  former 
| Keith  Theatre.  I am  sure  it  will  be  conducted  by  the  new  owners  as 
{ it  was  by  those  formerly  in  control  so  that  we  may  be  glad  to  have 
j our  sons  and  daughters  enjoy  themselves  in  the  surroundings  where 

we  as  youths  spent  so  many  happy  hours.” — Advt. 

P 

i 


; 

During  the  filming  of  “Napo- 
j leon.”  someone  remarked  that  the 
j movie  ought  to  have  a happy 
j ending. 

* "They’re  gi  ving  it  one,’’  was 
! the  answer;  “they’re  letting  Na- 
^ poleon  win  the  battle  of  Water- 
! loo.’’  — Bouton  Herald. 

I 


Teacher:  Suppose  you  tell  us 
exactly  what  happened  in  your 
own  words. 

Pupil  : I can’t  very  well  do  that. 
Dr,  seeing  as  how  I've  said  I don't 
deserve  the  marks. 
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BERKELEY  PREPARATORY  SCHOOL 

Established  1907 

AN  ACCREDITED  SCHOOL 

Preparation  for  College  by  Certificate  or  Examination 

SEND  FOR  CATALOGUE  NOW 

1089  Boylston  Street,  Boston 

Telephone,  COMmonwealth  9262 


THINK 

Figures  about  the  past,  and  hopes  for  the  future  should  make  one  think  — 
think  of  the  things  most  important  to  all  of  us,  and  one  is  our  own  future. 

Some  time  ago  I read  that  there  were  7,400,000  young  men  and  women 
college  graduates  since  1928  who  were  unemployed.  Does  this  mean  anything 
to  you?  Doesn’t  it  mean  that  these  men  and  women  were  unprepared  for 
business  or  had  nothing  to  offer  to  the  success  of  a business? 

What  is  the  answer?  No  one  will  say  that  a college  education  isn’t  worth 
while,  but  as  far  as  getting  a job  is  concerned,  it  isn't  of  much  help.  College 
presidents  say  that  college  tries  to  educate  the  student  to  appreciate  life  more 
fully,  and  be  able  to  look  at  life’s  prob'ems  with  more  intelligence.  The  em- 
phasis is  not  on  getting  rich  in  the  terms  of  dollars  and  cents;  rather,  it  is 
away  from  that. 

For  that  reason  it  is  well  for  you  to  think  of  the  future,  and  plan  your 
course.  Do  you  think  that  you  would  be  better  off  to  get  your  business  train- 
ing before  or  after  college?  One  of  the  distinct  advantages  of  getting  it 
immediately  after  High  School  is  that  you  can  pay  part  of  your  college  ex- 
penses with  the  knowledge  of  typewriting  or  shorthand,  or  some  of  the  other 
subjects  you  may  have  taken. 

Incidentally,  Bryant  & Stratton  has  for  its  graduates  one  of  the  best 
Placement  Bureaus  in  Boston. 

Just  place  your  name  and  address  on  a postal  card  and  send  it  to  me,  and  I 
will  be  very  glad  to  send  you  one  of  our  day  school  catalogues  that  will  tell 
you  all  about  our  courses,  tuition,  etc. 

L.  O.  WHITE,  Principal, 

Bryant  & Stratton  Commercial  School, 

334  Boylston  Street, 

Boston,  Mass. 
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J.  FRANK  FACEY 

PRINTER 

SCHOOL  MAGAZINES 


36  Prospect  Street,  Cambridge 


Telephone,  University  5520 
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AMERICAN  ENGRAVING  CC 

94  ARCH  ST..  BOSTON 
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Wise  bees  save 
honey 


A/v, 


zxzr 


Wise  folks  save 
money 


SET  YOUR  GOAL 

Then  SAVE  steadily  until  you  have 
reached  it. 


HOME  SAVINGS  BANK  ! 

75  TREMONT  STREET,  BOSTON,  MASS.  j 


E.  U.  WURLITZER 

Established  1892 

Musical  Instruments 

NEW  and  USED 

DRUMS 

CLARINETS 

TROMBONES 

SAXOPHONES 
and  ACCESSORIES 

Also  STRINGED  INSTRUMENTS 

PIANO  ACCORDIONS 

ETC. 

The  Finest  Repair  Work  Done  in  Our  Own  Shop 
Gold,  Silver  and  Nickel  Plating 

INSTRUMENTS  RENTED 

E.  U.  Wurlitzer 

30  Lagrange  Street,  Boston 

Telephone,  Hancock  3897 
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| 2 Park  Street 

— Just  a few  steps  from  the 
Subway  Exit 

j 

! DEWOLFE  & 

| FISKE  CO. 

j 

j The  Archway  Bookstore 
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t The  most  convenient 
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fully  stocked  bookstore  in 
Boston 


Telephone,  Lafayette  5084 


BOSTON  TUTORING  SCHOOL 


0 

1 
i 
i 
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j PERSONAL  INSTRUCTION  IN  ALL  BRANCHES  OF  EDUCATION  BY 
| A STAFF  OF  EXPERIENCED  TUTORS 

I SPECIAL  TUTORING  FOR  COLLEGE  PREPARATORY 

STUDENTS 

j JOSEPH  LAPIDUS,  A.  M„  Director 

10  Somerset  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 

{ Telephone,  LAFayette  5200 
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ted  coy 

and  his 

deep  blues 

“the  music  superb” 

hyde  park  0981 
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BENTLEY 

Distinctive  Features 

The  Bentley  School 

is  the  leading  professional  school  of  college  grade  in  the  United 
States  which  is  devoted  exclusively  to  training  men  for  specializa- 
tion in  accounting  and  finance. 

Jr  The  curriculum  includes  only  those  subjects  which  are  practical 
and  directly  essential  to  the  accountant’s  training. 

Jr  More  classroom  hours  of  accounting  instruction  are  given  than 
in  any  other  school  or  college  of  equal  grade  in  the  country. 

Jr  The  accounting  training  of  the  second  (senior)  year  is  given  en- 
tirely by  certified  public  accountants. 

Jr  The  school  year  is  longer  and  the  tuition  is  less  than  at  most 
professional  schools. 

■Jr  All  or  any  part  of  the  course  may  be  repeated  once  without 
charge. 

Jr  There  is  no  forfeiture  of  prepaid  tuition  if  a student  withdraws 
for  any  reason  whatsoever. 

Jr  Preference  is  given  to  Bentley  graduates  by  nationally  known 
corporations  engaged  in  manufacturing,  wholesaling,  chain-store 
retailing,  banking  and  public  service,  because  of  the  reputation 
of  the  school  for  training  men  to  meet  the  exacting  requirements 
of  modern  business. 

Living  accommodations  at  reasonable  rates  for  out-of-town 
students. 

Two-year  course.  Tuition  $235.00  a year. 

The  catalog  will  he  sent  upon  request. 

The  Bentley  School  of 

Accounting  and  Finance 

H.  C.  BENTLEY,  C.  P.  A.,  President 
921  BOYLSTON  STREET,  BOSTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 


►V 
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IVORTHEASTERIV 

UNIVERSITY 

EVENING  DIVISION 


SCHOOL  OF 
ENGINEERING 

Co-operating  with  engineering 
firms,  offers  curricula  leading  to 
the  Bachelor  of  Science  degree 
in  the  following  branches  of 
engineering: 

Civil  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Chemical  Engineering 
Industrial  Engineering 

The  Co-operative  Plan  combine*  technical  theory  with  the  equivalent 
of  two  years  of  practical  experience.  It  enables  the  student  to  earn 
his  tuition  and  a part  of  his  other  school  expenses. 


EVENING  DIVISION 

(For  Men  and  Women) 

Providing  complete  courses  of  university  grade,  in  business  and  law,  for 
high  school  graduates  who  find  it  necessary  to  work  during  the  day  but  wish 
to  study  for  further  advancement. 


SCHOOL  OF  BUSINESS 
ADMINISTRATION 

Co-operating  with  business  firms, 
offers  courses  leading  to  the  de- 
gree of  Bachelor  of  Science  in 
the  following  fields  of  business: 

Accounting 

Banking  and  Finance 

Business  Management 


School  of  Business 

Specializes  in  accounting  and  business  ad- 
ministration under  instructors  actually 
engaged  in  the  business  that  they  teach. 

73%  of  graduates  hold  major  executive 
positions  in  business.  Outstandingly 
successful  in  C P.  A.  examinations. 

School  grants  B.B.A.  and  M.B.A.  degrees. 
Individual  courses  also  available  to 
special  students. 


School  of  Law 

Four-year  course. 

LL.B.  degree. 

Prepares  for  bar  examinations  and  prac- 
tice. 

Case  method  of  instruction  similar  to 
that  in  best  day  law  schools. 

A School  of  high  standards  adapted  to 
the  needs  of  employed  men  and  women. 

Alumni  outstandingly  successful  as  law- 
yers, judges,  business  executives. 


Graduates  of  Boston  Public  Latin  School  may  be  admitted  without  examina- 
tions if  grades  are  satisfactory  to  the  Department  of  Admissions 

Catalogs  or  further  information  sent  upon  request 

NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 
Boston,  Massachusetts 
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